(Worse if she had wet hair)

Could not make her dress and go*

Whitest of all earthly

Things, the white that's rarest,
Is the snow on mountains

Standing in the sun;
Next the clouds above them.

Then the down is fairest
On the breast and pinions

Of a proudly sailing swan.

And she saw him sailing

On the pool where lately
She had stretched unnoticed.

As she thought, and swum;
And she never wondered

Why, erect and stately,
Where no river weed was

Such a bird had come.

What was it she called him:

Goosey-goosey gander?
For she knew no better

Way to call a swan;
And the bird responding

Seemed to understand her,
For he left his sailing

For the bank to waddle on.